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"Jeff hurry the fuck up, | want coffee!" 

‘lm going!" He really didn't want to go to Starbucks right after a gig but Tom looked so cute when he was 
asking. (Besides the fact that Tom couldn't go on his own because his car was in the shop.) Jeff walked out and 
found him already sitting in the car. "Shotgun!" he said brightly. 

"There's no one else going, you'd have shotgun anyway," he started the car. 

"Doesn't matter, | still get to call shotgun" Jeff laughed. Why is he so adorable? Hold on, why do I think he's so 
adorable? It's not as if these thoughts were new but that was one of the reasons he was concerned: the fact 
that they persisted He brushed the thoughts aside and concentrated on driving. When they got there it was 
surprisingly crowded despite it being past midnight. “Alright Tom, what do you want?" 

"A light vanilla latte." 

Thats fucking adorable. Wait, no its.? "That's not very metal." 

"Who said it has to be? What are you getting anyway?" 

"Black coffee." 


"Very metal," he threw up the horns. 

"Shut up and order," he pushed Tom forward. While he ordered he tried to figure out his thoughts from 
earlier. /m straight aren't I? So then why do I think Tom is cute? Why dont these thoughts go away? This is just 
weird. He felt a tap on his shoulder. "Um, Jeff do you have a dollar?" 

"What?" He was trying to come back to reality. 

"| need a dollar. | only have five dollars and the total is six." 

"Oh, um here," he handed him six dollars, "I've got it don't worry.” 

"You sure?" 

"Yeah, yeah. It's on me don't worry." /m paying for his coffee now. What is this a date? 

"Ok, thanks!" He smiled and paid the clerk. Fucking adorable. They found a small table to sit and Jeff brush his 
hair slightly into his face to hide his blush. "Whose name is it under?" 

Tom smirked, "You'll know when it gets called" 

Just then the clerk called their order, "um fucking Slayer? Wait what?" 

“There it is!" he was about to get up but Jeff got up first. 

"IIl get it!" Why do I suddenly feel lke doing everything for hm? What the fuck's going on? He pushed his way 
through the crowd and got their coffees. He then fought his way back trying not to spill anything and set 
them down with a sigh of relief as he sat down. "Did you get a straw?" Tom asked. 

"A straw?" 

“They're over there, I'll get one." 

"No. I've got it," he stood up. 

‘I'm pretty sure | can get a straw, dude." 

"Too late I'm getting it" Ok but really now.. He grabbed a couple of straws and as he was walking back when 
someone pushed him and he tripped over a table. Next thing he knew his lips were pressed against Tom's. 
Motherfuckmotherfuckmotherfuckmotherfuck. He pulled back quickly and ran to the bathroom. fuckfuckfuckfuck 
OF all the things that could have happened it had fo be that. He hated himself even more for having enjoyed it, 
short lived as it was. But why? Why had he? Jeff wasn't into him that was ridiculous! But then how did explain 
all those thoughts he'd been having? Stupid asshole, why is this place so god damn crowded? What if someone 
saw? What if.? Just then he heard the door open and looked up to see Tom. He blushed again and turned away. 
"Um.hey.." he said with a shaky voice. 

"Hey," his voice was quiet, "do you want to talk about-" 

"Htwasanaccidentlswear." Jeff ran all his words together. 

"Whoa slow down. I'm not mad or anything," he walked towards the blonde slowly and put his hand on his 
shoulder, "I just thought you might want to talk about it that's all." 

Jeff took a deep breath, "I like you." 

"What?" 

'|.like..you," he felt his face getting warmer and was pretty sure he blushing terribly. 

"Oh. You mean like like, right?" Jeff nodded and Tom was quiet. "Well, um, that's great" His own voice was a bit 
shaky. 

"That's it?" Jeff was taken aback, "I tell you that | like you and all you have to say is ‘that's great?" Why did / 
even bother..? 

"No, Jeff | mean it's great because. like you too." 

"You do?" He was sure he was blushing even more now. 


Tom nodded shyly, "Yeah. | have for a while." 


Why didn't he ever say anything?! "Oh. Well now what?" 

He shrugged his shoulders, "Wanna go out?" 

lm sorry what? “Doesn't this count as a date?" 

"It could but | meant a proper date. Like, planned and all that" 

"Sure" Jeff face was burning now and he didn't really know what to say. If he could he'd hug and kiss the 
frontman right then and there. 

"Great!" Tom gave him a kiss on the cheek (Jeff just about died at that moment), "Do you want a muffin?" 
"A muffin?" 

"You bought me coffee, | might as well buy you something." 

Jeff nodded and moved his hair to shield his face (he was still a little red), "Ok.thank you." 

"Course," he smiled. 

"Not just for the muffin, for not being mad either. You know when | told you." 

"Why would | be mad?" 

| don't know! | didn't know if you liked me back, or even if you were into guys." 

"Still, why should | take offence? Come on," he took his hand and led him out of the bathroom. Jeff followed 
still hiding his face in his hair. They approached the counter, "What kind do you want?" Jeff looked at the 
selection. 

"A banana nut one." 

"Why do you keep hiding your face?" He tried to move his hair out of the way, "You're blushing aw!" Tom 
kissed his cheek again, Jeff smiled and moved his face away. 


After they ordered they drove back to the hotel they were staying at. Dave and Kerry were already asleep in 
the other room so they did their best to stay quiet. "Hey can | ask you something?" Jeff asked as they were 
getting ready to go to sleep. 

"What's up?" 

"Please don't think this is awkward, it kind of is but still," he was trying not to ramble too much, "and this isn't 
very metal but can | cuddle with you?" He hid his face again. 

Tom laughed, "Sure, | don't mind. I'd love to actually." 

"Really?" 

"Of course. | don't care if it's ‘metal! or not." 

‘Oh, well thank you," he brushed his hair a little to side only to have it fall on his face again. He sat down on 
the bed a little unsure of what to do. / dont think Ive ever even cuddled with a girl before, how do you do this 
with a guy? "This is weird but, um, how exactly do you cuddle?" Jeff asked as Tom sat down next to him. 

"Um well it's kind of hard to describe," he thought for a moment, "Here, put your arm around me." 

"Ok." This is new. 

"Alright and | just kind of curl up with you," he scooted closer, “and that's basically it" 

"So we just kind of sit here like this?" 

"Yeah," he looked up at him and smiled. 

"I like this. Just kind of sitting here, you know?" 

‘Its nice," he rested his head on Jeff's chest and tried to move his hair out his face. "Don't hide your face like 


that: 


Its not my fault," he moved it and it fell again, "Fucking hair.” 

Tom laughed again, "Thank you." 

"For what?" 

"For taking me to get coffee," he paused for a moment, “and for telling me what you did.” 
"Ah, you're welcome," he rested his head on Tom's, "I've been wanting to tell you for a while but | could never 
bring myself to do it. | was kind of scared." 

"| get you. | wanted to tell you too but | didn't want to make you uncomfortable." 

Jeff smiled and kissed his cheek, "What time is it?" 

"Pretty late," he looked at the clock, "or early, depends on your perspective. It's almost dawn" 
"We should probably get some sleep," he started to move. 

"Don't move. We can sleep like this." 


He laughed, "Alright." 


They stayed like that for a while. Just sitting and sleeping. Until Dave woke up, "Aw look at you two! Don't 
move | wanna take a picture of you guys," he ran to find a camera. He came back and got a pillow thrown at 
his face. "Hey come on, that was a Kodak moment right there!" 

"Shut up, Dave," Jeff shoved him and smiled at Tom, who smiled back. 


